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Whereof our Vncklc Gaunt did ftand pofleft. 

"Yorke How long fhal I be patient? ah how long 
Shall tender duty make me fulFer viTong? 

Not Gloccft ers death^nof Hcrefords banifliment) 

Nor Gauntes rebukes, nor Englands priuate wrongs. 
Nor the preuention of poore Bullingbrookc, 

About his inariadge, nor my owne difgrace, 

Hauc cucr made me fower my patient chcekc» 

Of bende one wrinckle on my foucraignes facet ' 
lam the laft of noble Edwards fonnes. 

Of whom iliy father Prince of Wales was fieft 
In warre was ncucr Lyon ragde more fierce, 

III peace was neuer gentle lambe more milde, 

Tlien was that young and princely Gentleman: 

His fiicc thou hal bfor euen fo lookt bc^ 

Accooipli/ht wkh a number ofthy howers; 

But when he frowned it was .againll the french. 

And not againfthis friendss his noble band 
Did 

win what he did fpciidc. and Ijicnt not that 
Which Iiistriumphantfathcrs hand had wonnes 
His hands were guilty of no fcinred blonde 
But bloudic with the enemies of his kione: 

Oh Richard; Yorke is too far gone with griefr. 

Or elfc he neuer would compare betweene. 

King Why Vncklewhats the matter? 

Yor^ Oh ray liege-, pardone me if you pleafo 
1 f not I pleafd not to be pardoncd,am content with all, 
Sccke you to feaze and gripe into your h;inds 
The roialtie sand rights of baniJlit Hereford: 

Is not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford hue f 
. Was not Gaunt iufl: ? and is not Harric true? 

Did not the one deferue to haue an heire? 

Isnothis hejreawclldeferuingfbnnc? 

Take Hcrcfordcs rightes away, and take from time 
His charters, and his cuffomaric rightb j 
Let not to morrow then eiifue to daic: 

Be not thy felfc . For how ait thou a King 


But 


But by fequence and fuccefsion? 

No w afore Gocl God forbidde I fay true, 

If you doc wrongfully feaze Hcrefords rightesi 
Call in the letters patents that he hath 
By his atteurneies generall to fac 
Hi$ liucry,and deny his ofihred homage, 

You pluckc a thoufand dangers oh your head. 

You loofc a thoufand wcl 1 difpoted hearts. 

And prickc my tender patience to thofe thoughts. 

Which honour,andallcageancc cannot thinkc. 

King Thinke what you wil, we ceafe i nto our hands 
His plate, his goods, his money and his landcs. 

Yorks lie not be by the while, my liege farewell. 

What will enfue hereof thers none can tell: 

But by bad epurfes may be vnderftood 
That their euents can ncucr fall out good. €xit. 

King GoBufliietotheEarlcofWillfhireftraight, 

Bid him repaire to vs to Ely houfc, 

To fee this bufincs: to morrow next 
We will for Ircland,and tis tim c I trow, 

And we create in abfence of our felfe. 

Our Vnckle Yorke Lord gouernour of England? 

For he is iuH,and alwaies loued vs well: 

Come on our Quecne, to morrow muft we part* 

Be merry, for our time of ftaic is fhort. 

exeunt King undQueene : M*net north. 
Vorth. Well Lords,the Duke of Lancallcr is dead. 

And liuingto,fbr now bis fbnne is Duke* 

» H'iU. Barely in title, not in reuenewes. 

north. Richly ill both if iuff ice had her right, 

Kpffe My heart is grcat,but it muft breake with filence, 
Bare be disburdened with a libcrall tongue, 
north. Nay fpeake thy mind,& let him ncre fpeak c more 
That fpeakes th)rword$againe Codoe thee harme. (ford? 

W il. T ends that thou wouldft fpeake to the Duke of Her* 
If it be fo, out with it boldly man, 

QuickC is mine care to hcate of good towardshim. 





